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she. For a sister, I shall have no other.
Good-by; I am sorry that I did not see you.
Write to me from time to time. It will
give me always great pleasure to hear from
you, even if you continue the beautiful sys-
tem of hypocrisy which you have begun so
triumphantly.

XVI,

PARIS, May 14, 1842.

You are much more beautiful physically,
but not morally. You have a beautiful com-
plexion, and admirable hair, which I looked
at more than your bonnet, which is probably
worth the trouble of a look, since you are
irritated because of my lack of apprecia-
tion. But I never could distinguish laces
from calico. You have still the waist of a
sylph, and, although I am quite bias/ about
black eyes, I never saw any as large in Con-
stantinople or in Smyrna.

Now comes the reverse of. the medal.
You have remained a child in many things,
and you have become a hypocrite in the
bargain. You do not know how to concealaly and
